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"Goodness!" she said, taking a deep breath of the pun-
gent, wholesome odour of tar. "How glad I am to see
you!"
"There's a muzhik for you!" said Pavel with a smile as
he gazed atRybin,
Their visitor slowly took off his things.
"Yes, I'm back to being a muzhik. You keep getting
more like the gentlefolk, I keep moving in the other direc-
tion."
He walked about the room examining everything as he
pulled down his colourful blouse.
"Nothing new here except books. Hm. Well, tell me the
news."
He sat down with his legs planted far apart and his
hands grasping his knees, searching Pavel's face with his
dark eyes and smiling as he waited for an answer.
"We're making progress," said Pavel.
"We plough and sow and watch it grow, then we brew
our beer and sleep out the year—that's how it is, eh
friends?" laughed Rybin.
"How are you getting along, Mikhailo Ivanovich?"
asked Pavel, sitting down opposite him.
"All right. Living in Yegildeyevo—ever heard of it?
Yegildeyevo. Nice little town. Two fairs a year. Over two
thousand inhabitants. A poor lot. No land of their own—
have to rent it. And poor land at that. I've hired myself
out to one of the blood-suckers there. The place is as full
of them as a corpse is of worms. Burn coal and make tar.
Earn a quarter of what I earned here and work twice as
hard. Hm. Seven of us working for him, that blood-sucker.
Good fellows, all young, all local fellows except me, and
they all know how to read and write. One of them, Yefim,
is so hotheaded I don't know what to do with him."
"How do you work? Hold discussions with them?" asked
Pavel eagerly.
"I don't keep my tongue in my head, you can be sure of
that! Took all your leaflets with me—thirty-four in all.
But I use the Bible mostly. Plenty to be got out of the

